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Our company was occupying a trench behind the

Manzanares; meanwhile the enemy had altered the

direction of his attack, and was proceeding more

towards the South in the neighbourhood of the Casa

del Campo.   We were being continually harassed,

but only by artillery and by aeroplanes.   There was

a moment when it looked as if they could not fail

to get us for two shells landed in the breastwork of

our trench, one of them two metres and the other

one metre from the spot where Domela, Pepe, and

I were crouching.   We were completely covered in

earth ;  fortunately they failed to burst or I would

not be writing to you now.   Barely five minutes

later a squadron of aeroplanes arrived, and when

I saw dozens of bombs dropping like white eggs in

our direction, I decided that all was over.   They

were, however, deflected by the wind and burst

twenty metres away.   But when I say that we were

now going through the worst, I am not referring to

all this, which is in the normal routine of warfare

and all in the game.

About two hundred metres behind our line lies
one of the most frightful slum districts of Madrid ;
it is without drains or water-main, and you may
remember my description of its inhuman misery in
Een huis Bonder musters. The loving-kindness with
which we were received in this slum is not to be
described. A little old woman came up to us with